WATER      UNDER      THE      BRIDGES
drew a revolver and saying something to the effect "You would call
me the son of a something, you blank blank little traitor," emptied the
eight bullets of a Browning into his body.
There was so much noise and so many crackers were going off that
at first most people in the restaurant did not realize what had happened.
But as soon as they did, there was general commotion. Some took
sides with the student and some with Davydoft Someone hit
Davydoff over the head with a champagne bottle, and he, too, was
covered with blood when he was pushed out of the restaurant by
someone else by means of a chair held upside-down. For nearly
half an hour the two parties conducted a violent discussion with
the dead body lying between them. Nobody seemed to pay any
attentionto the corpse, so in the end I got up and knelt down to undo
the student's tunic and to see if anything could be done. He was,
however, quite dead, and I have still got somewhere one of the bullets
which had gone right through his body and was sticking out of his
back. While I was doing this nobody paid any attention to me either,
but they continued to shout at each other over the heads of the dead
student and myself, while a very large balloon floated in the air just
above us both. It happened, however, that owing to the non-arrival
of some of my luggage I had been obliged to wear that night a dark-
blue braided double-breasted smoking-coat, such as were then the
fashion, instead of the ordinary dinner-jacket. As I was still bending
over the body, a well-dressed man knelt down beside me and said to
me in French, "I do like the style of that coat you are wearing. Could
you give me the name of the tailor from whom you bought it?" It
was all very typically Russian.
After I had got up, people began to think about the corpse again
and laid their napkins over it till it was covered from sight. Finally,
about an hour after the shooting, the police came in and carried it
away in a table-cloth. After that everybody sat down and began
drinking again.
But, as has been mentioned earlier, when Witte was made a Count
and was succeeded by Stolypin, the effect of the firm rule of the latter
became at once apparent, and life in St. Petersburg on the surface soon
resumed its normal course. Nevertheless, it was never to be the same
as before. For one thing the Emperor never came back to live in the
big Winter Palace on the quay opposite the fortress of St. Peter and

